2yo       THE CITIES OF SPAIN
Gradually tie melody falls again into the lower key;
like an immense curtain falling over life, the last words
come to us; her eyes are dying, her lids are so heavy
that she can hardly hold them open :-
' Neither with thee can I live, nor without thee,
Aad for my trouble there is no remedy,
When I was with thee thou killedst me-without thee 1 shall die,-
Ah, let me die,'
With an immense shout of applause the audience hurl
hats, pence, and flowers on to the stage at her feet, but
she seems to be sleeping; the old woman grovels for the
halfpence, slowly the guitar sobs into silence,